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And, bit by bit,

The cunning years steal all from us but woe;
Leaves are we, whose decays no harvest sow*

But, when we vanish hence,
Shall they lie forceless in the dark below,
Save to make green their little length of sodsf
Or deepen pansies for a year or two,
Who now to us are shining-sweet as gods ?
Was dying aE they had the skill to do ?
That were not fruitless: but the Soul resents
Such short-lived service, as if blind events
Euled without her, or earth could so endure;
She claims a more divine investiture
Of longer tenure than Fame's airy rents 5
, Whate'er she touches doth her nature share |
Her inspiration haunts the ennobled air,

Gives eyes to mountains blind,
Ears to the deaf earth, voices to the wind,
And her clear trump sings succor everywhere
By lonely bivouacs to the wakeful mind;
For soul inherits all that soul could dare:

Yea, Manhood hath a wider span
And larger privilege of life than man.
The single deed, the private sacrifice,
So radiant now through proudly-hidden tears,
Is covered up erelong from mortal eyes
With thoughtless drift of the deciduous years;
But that high privilege that makes all men peers,
That leap of heart whereby a people rise

Up to a noble anger's height,
And, flamed on by the Fates, not shrink, but grow
more bright,